"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

was fourteen, thirtysix years ago. Do you suppose I
have learnt nothing about women and what you call
love in that time? You still have love affairs: I have
none. However, I am not reproaching you: I am con-
gratulating you on being still young and green
enough to come all the way from Holland for a night
in London.

Mrs B as ham re turns ^ much perturbed.

MRS BASHAM. Mr Rowley: I must tell you that I
cannot receive any more of your guests. I have not
knives nor plates nor glasses enough. I have had
to borrow chairs from next door. Your valet, Mr
Chiffinch, tells who ever has any business with you this
morning to come on here. Mr Godfrey Kneller, the
new Dutch painter, with a load of implements con-
nected with his trade, had got in in spite of me: he
heard the noise your people were making. There are
the two ladies and the player woman, and yourself and
your royal brother and Mr Fox and the painter. That
makes seven; and Mr Newton makes eight and I make
nine. I have nothing to offer them but half a decanter
of sherry that was opened last Easter, and the remains
of a mouldy cake. I have sent Sally out with orders that
will run away with a fortnight's housekeeping money;
and that wont be half what theyll expect. I thought
they were all going away when they came downstairs;
but the French lady wanted to look through Mr New-
ton's telescope; and the jealous lady wouldnt leave
until the French lady left; and the player woman is as
curious as a magpie and makes herself as much at
home as if she lived here. It has ended in their all
staying. And now Mr Newton is explaining every-
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